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	1. Chapter 1

Merida walked into her bedroom and dropped her bag by the door. She went over to the computer on her desk, turning it on, and sitting in the chair. She pulled up her website, freemerida . com. It was her personal blog but now was the time to post a new video.

She clicked on the new video icon and turned on her webcam. She saw the screen show her and her bedroom in the background. She clicked the red button and looked at the little black hole and started talking.

"Hello, everybody. I'm Merida but I'm pretty sure you already knew that. So I'm guessing some of you are wondering why I'm wearing just regular clothes. I have seen the error of my ways and the error of yours. But I'll leave that for you to decide. So let me start at the beginning. There are probably a few things you can hear like this, you know. 'Who am I? What am I doing here? What does it all mean? Bleh...' Don't worry, this is not one of those. Though it sure started out that way. And then I started lying about some pretty personal things. But let it be said that I, Merida DunBroch, being of sound mind and...below average breast size, swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth," Merida pulled up the Scarlet Letter and held her hand over it. "Starting now." She tossed the book behind her and the book landed on her bed. "I used to be anonymous. Invisible to the opposite sex, actually more like the whole school population. If Google Earth were a guy, he couldn't find me if I was dressed up as a ten story building. Pretty huge, right? But don't worry, I'll try to keep you intrigued in this. And what better way to tell my story than to broadcast it on the internet?" She leaned over and pulled up a little poster with the words in red. "So, this is part one; the shudder-inducing and cliched however totally false account of how I lost my virginity to a guy at a community college." She threw the miniature poster behind her after clumping it up. "Let me just start by saying that there's always different sides of a story. And this is my side. The right one."

.

.

"Eugene is NOT a sexy name, Merida." Merida was knocked off her feet by a girl walking by and bent down to pick it all up. "Merida, Flynn would know. Remember? His name was Eugene and then realized that his name was actually the cock-blocker. It's not something you wanna scream out when peaking."

"And, by that, you mean?" A teacher walked up to Rapunzel and Merida and she got up to quickly defend her friend.

"Well, obviously she means the nearing climax of a storyline playwright about a plant community. What was going through your head?"

"Same, however you may want to rethink your choice of words or let someone get the wrong idea. Innuendos are sprouting from trees these days."

"What? C'mon, Mr. Mund. Now who do you know that would let their mind go straight to the gutter like that?" Rapunzel asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Merida nudged her.

"Seriously? Well, I have a million papers to grade and even though they're all the same thing, I have to read all of them. So, pugs not drugs, mess with the bull, get the horns, hit the books, they don't hit back and whatever other cliches you can think of." Mund separated them and continued walking towards his classroom.

"Bye, Mr. Mund." Merida looked at Rapunzel. "Watch it, Punzie."

"Sorry." Rapunzel apologized.

.

.

"And this is where the lie was born,"

.

.

"Please, Mer, I'mm begging you to come camping with us. It's gonna be so boring and I need someone to rant to."

"Punzie, I wish I could but I told you, I can't. I have a date with someone and I can't miss it. I already missed out on our last date so we had to reschedule."

"Okay, with who? Cause if anybody could, I will talk them out of it."

"...You don't know him." Rapunzel rolled her eyes.

"Neither do you, you selfish bitch!"

"Yes, I do. He goes to college with my parent's friends son."

"Okay, what's his name?" Rapunzel didn't buy any of it.

.

.

"Rapunzel was what I'd call a wild spirit. She was very out there and not afraid. She''s what the rest of you would call a strong personality. A couple weeks ago, she pleaded with me to go camping with her and her family. I didn't want to and it was sort of because I didn't want to be ranted at all weekend in a sleeping bag but also because her parents are the weirdest people I have ever met. And I live in California. So that's saying something. I had dinner with her parents and I swore never again. It was like having dinner with Adam and Eve. If Adam and Eve were addicted to marijuana. So, naturally, I lied and said I had a date with my parent's friends son's college friend. Which in my mind made sense but I guess I was just trying to trace my steps carefully in order to not make Rapunzel go after some random dude and kill them for stealing me for the weekend."

.

.

"Just face it, Mer, there is no such thing as a sexy Eugene."

"Mine is, can we just drop it now?"

"Fine. Don't come camping with me. Just know that I hate you, bitch." Merida looked at her friend and Rapunzel had a blank face. She wasn't exactly pissed off. "Go get your chocolate milk."

"You want some?"

"No."

.

.

"This is how I really spent the weekend." Merida got out of her chair and went over to her bookcase. She pulled off a card from someone and brought it back to the computer. She held it up and opened the card to the webcam and let the song play. 'Pocketful of Sunshine' was playing and Merida put down the card. "As embarrassing as it is to admit, I stayed home all weekend, listening to this card play this song over and over again. Even brought in the shower with me. Sang along, danced horribly to it, you name it. So when Monday came around, I told Rapunzel all about my sexy Eugene."

.

.

"He was a real gentleman. It feels like you know, I got a love and I know that it's all mine."

"So, are you gonna see him again?" Rapunzel tried to fish out as many details as she could but Merida wasn't giving out much.

"Nah, it was more just like a one time thing." Rapunzel gasped. She put her arms in front of Merida making her stop.

"You didn't!"

"What?"

"Oh you know." Merida's eyes popped out.

"Oh, hell no!"

"You lying tit! You totally lost it to him!"

"Punzie, I don't 'do' like that."

"I want every detail." Rapunzel grabbed Merida by the arms and pulled her to the nearest bathroom.

"Punzie!"

"Now, bitch!"

"You know, you call me bitch a lot, it's not exactly something one says in a calming way of conversation."

"Now, shitface."

"You're not getting anywhere with that either." Rapunzel then smacked her in the head and yelled.

"Tell me!" Merida gave up and lied.

"Fine, we did it!"

"Yes!" Rapunzel hugged Merida and let go after about two seconds. "Now you're a hoe-bag just like me."

"Punz, I'm not so sure if letting Fred from your art class motorboat you behind a bed bath and beyond is what qualifies you as a whore."

"Hey, there were people walking by. Someone could've seen and been like, 'OMG! What a slut!' But back to the point. What did you let him do?"

"It was nothing, really. Nothing freaky happened if that's what you're..."

.

.

"I don't know why I did it. But I guess it was the only time I had ever felt superior to Rapunzel. After all what other opportunity did I have that could've presented itself in a better way? However, I probably should've shut up rather than rambled on and let someone else listen in."

.

.

"So instead he just lit some candles but they were like really sexy type glade candles." Then one of the stalls opened up and the goody two-shoes herself emerged. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back and Rapunzel glared at her while she washed her hands. She just stared at the two of them

"What are you looking at, Sister Christian?"

"Just a couple of admitted whores," was her snarky reply. She dried her hands and left the bathroom.

.

.

"Elsa Aarons was the secretary of Student Council, and president of the Cross Your Heart club. Which was a club dedicated to shoving their beliefs down everyone's throats. See last year, they're mission was the school mascot. We were the Blue Devils. And Hiccup was the shirtless mascot wearing just the basketball shorts, painted blue and given some blue devil horns on a headband. But thanks to the Cross Your Heart club we are now the much tamer and less menacing 'Woodchucks'."

.

.

"Go Woodchucks!" Hiccup was wearing a giant woodchuck mascot and fake gnawing on a log. The only applause was coming from the Cross Your Heart section of the gym.

"I liked him better when he was topless." Rapunzel talked to Merida next to her.

"Yeah, but even dressed as that I still fantasize about him." Then Hiccup went in to make a shot with the ball and found it impossible with the outfit. He fell on his face and the entire gym let out a long, "Ow."

.

.

"But Now, Elsa and her followers had a new cause to rectify. Me. Which brings us to part two." She pulled up another poster with words all over it. "The accelerated velocity of my terminological inexactitude. Which is just my idiotic and yet completely intellectual way of saying lies travel fast." She crinkled the poster and tossed again behind her. "And boy, did my terminological inexactitiude accelerate with velocity."


	2. Chapter 2

"Maybe you should look around every once in awhile when conversing in the water closet." Merida turned around to see Elsa behind her standing next to her close sister and best friend, Anna. To be fairly honest, Merida couldn't pay attention to Elsa much because of all the whispers around her.

"Um, Elsa, do you think we can talk in private for a second?" Anna turned to Elsa.

"Elsa, you gonna be okay?"

"Yeah." Anna placed a hand on her heart, glared at Merida and walked away.

"Bye, Anna!" Merida shouted after her, pretending to be like them. "Anyway, Elsa, in the bathroom..."

"Merrriiduh." Merida tilted her head in confusion. "That's your name, right?" Merida looked her, clearly frustrated.

.

.

"Sure, I mean, she didn't know my name. She just spread a rumor about me that took the whole school by storm but she didn't know my name."

.

.

"Yeah, and you're Elsa. Very observant. We've had nine classes together, Elsa. Since Kindergarten. Ten, actually, if you count Religion of Other Cultures from last year which you didn't because you never showed up to a single class of it, calling it science fiction."

"Hmm. That's odd. I guess you just never stood out until now." Merida chose to ignore that statement even though she really wanted to insult her right back.

"Anyway, what you heard in the bathroom awhile ago, it's not true. At all."

"Hey," Elsa said, cutting off Merida. "I'm not the person that you should be begging forgiveness from. There's a higher power that will let you burn in Hell for your vile actions."

"Steve Martin?"

"I hope for your sake that the Savior has a sense of humor."

"Oh, I'm positive he does. He made everything, including sarcasm, right?" Merida smiled and Elsa stopped smiling.

"You've made your bed. Let's all pray though that you clean the sheets." Elsa flipped her hair and walked away.

"Did I just get saved?" Merida called to her.

.

.

"And so it started. For the first time, my sexual activity was the top headline in our school's gossip column. Actually, no it was the second time. Sort of. Cause the first time was back in the eighth grade. I really wanted to kiss this guy that I had a huge crush on. Yeah, Hiccup and I were tossed in GoGo's room at her house playing Seven minutes in Heaven. And lucky for us, we had a great song to set the mood."

.

.

LoveGame by Lady GaGa was playing very loud while Hiccup and Merida sat on the bed. Both were very young, about thirteen.

"I think you're supposed to make out with me now." Merida said, her voice a little breathy from nervousness and excitement.

"Just give me a second." Hiccup said very nervous and almost sweating.

"Okay. You have three hundred and eighty two of them."

"How do you do that? You're so good at math and you talk like a grownup."

"Don't worry, I'm not nearly as smart as I seem."

"Um, Merida, do you think that if we didn't do anything, you could still tell people we kissed?" Merida didn't feel so great after he said that but she didn't let it show.

"Yeah, sure."

"Thanks Merida." Hiccup smiled and they sat there on the bed just talking the rest of the time.

.

.

"Although when people thought I kissed someone before, they didn't really care. But when they heard I had sex with someone, all I could think to myself was, 'great. Now I'm a tramp. I'll have to get a stamp over my lower back and pierce someone that is usually not in view.'"

.

.

"You guys know I was here all weekend, right?"

"Yeah, you were upstairs," Elinor said.

"And you would testify to that?"

"Of course."

"I would take a bullet for you. You know that." Fergus tended to drag on in conversation. All Merida could think was that he was the reason that she would always confuse people with her obnoxious talk. "Right between the eyes. I'd rather slit my throat than say something to someone that you didn't want me to."

"Dad, that's not necessary. And yet, strangely comforting."

"Yep. That's how I do."

"Don't say that again, Dad." Merida lectured him while pointing her fork at him.

"I like your pants," Hiro said.

"Thank you!" She looked down and saw that they were the camo sweatpants. "I got them at a swapmeet awhile ago. You can have them when you get a little taller."

"I'll never go through puberty," Hiro whined back at her. "I can already tell."

"Of course you will, honey, but we're a family of late bloomers." Elinor walked over to them and leaned on the counter. "I didn't till I was thirteen and neither did Merida."

"What does that matter? I'm adopted." Fergus slammed his huge fist on the cabinet when putting away a few dishes.

"WHAT!? Oh my God!" He faced them all. "Who told you!" No one bought it for a second. It was clear on Hiro's facial features that he had Asian ancestors. But he didn't love his family any less. "Guys, we were gonna do this at the right time!" He sat on a stool in front of Elinor. "Listen, Hiro, when two people love each other very much like your mom and I used to back in the day, sometimes their insides just aren't compatible." Hiro just kept laughing at Fergus' attempt at a sentimental moment.

"Okay, back to the point. Merida," Merida looked at her mom. "What's going on? Why do you want us to take a bullet if someone asks about your weekend in your room?"

"Nothing. Just the school rumor mill."

"Ooh, what's it churning out?" Elinor acted like a teenager again getting all close to Merida trying to get her to spill secrets. "Anything interesting?"

"Nope, nothing good. It's not churning out anything with low resources."

"Sounds like something I would say. You must be related to me." Fergus said, putting away the rest of the dishes. Merida left her seat and went to the living room.

"So, our true story is that I was home all weekend."

.

.

"Remember when I said that if Google Earth were a guy, it couldn't find me if I was dressed up as a skyscraper? Well the next day it could find me of I was a weed sprouting from between two blocks of sidewalk. I really didn't mean for the lie to put me on the map however I also will tell the truth now that, I actually kind of liked being on the map. Then the 'slutty' version of me started to take hold."

.

.

"So, for obvious reasons, Nathaniel Hawthorne is a very difficult writer." Mr. Mund stood at the front of the classroom talking about the book they had just finished reading. "I had originally read him when I was 6 but you know, I struggled. So today, I'll make it easy for you. Flynn."

Flynn looked up from doodling in his notebook. "What?"

"Give me a beat."

"What?"

"C'mon. Beatbox for me." Flynn put his hand over his mouth and started beatboxing. Not well but no one really cared. Merida laughed at Flynn but looked at her favorite teacher attempt to make the kids laugh. "Yeah, adultery. Vengeance. Crimes...of passion!" Then he looked at Flynn. "Stop. Kill it. I'm not gonna rap for you. It's a horrible trick that teachers try to do and I'm not bringing myself to their level."

.

.

"Ironically, we were studying the Scarlet Letter. Don't you ever find that odd though? That whatever book is being studied happens to tie in with what's going on at the school at the time? Except Huckleberry Finn because I don't know how that ties into anything. Here's basically the summary for the Scarlet Letter. This woman, Hester Prinn, has an affair with the Minister in the town, is besmirched and made to wear a red 'A' for 'adulterer'. However the town realizes that she was too judged, they forgive her and she dies a saint. A lot of other stuff happens too but that's just the plotline of it. If you have a report on it, get the original film that's in black and white. not the Demi Moore version where she talks with a horrible accent and takes a bunch of baths." Merida currently was holding up the DVD case and once again, tossed it behind her. "That was a horrible interpretation on the story. Just watch the original, okay?"

.

.

"What you should think about though," Mr. Mund said. "Is that she lived in an entirely different time period when Adultery was the worst that a woman could do." Anna's hand shot up. "Yes, Anna?"

"I think that Hester Prinn was, excuse my language, a skank." The whole class made an audible 'oooh'.

"So, you don't think she was a victim at all? Not once?" Mr. Mund asked.

"Why should I? She brought it on herself." Then Anna turned in her seat and faced Merida directly.

"Maybe you should embroider a red 'A' on your wardrobe, you abominable tramp." Then Merida let the slutty version take over.

"And maybe you should get a wardrobe, you abominable twat!" The whole class gasped and started shouting over each other. Merida then realized after a few seconds what just happened. She looked around and made eye contact with the teacher. He wasn't pleased.

.

.

"It wasn't the best comeback I could do, but it was still bad enough to land me in the Principal's Office."


End file.
